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bags, worn duck clothing, bed-ticks and what not, sewed
them together, and painted his crude designs with dis-
temper, pipeclay, charcoal, and coloured earths. Out of tin
cans he fashioned the necessary lamps and candlesticks, and
cajoled the wicks, oil and candles from the officials out of
their rations from Government stores. The needful ward-
robe he fabricated with astonishing ingenuity, borrowing
and begging any clothes that he could come by, and convert-
ing them to his purposes by brilliant adventures in tailoring
and decoration. He threw himself into making the produc-
tion a success with infectious enthusiasm, and by the time
the first dress rehearsal was called and performed, his
energies were justified by a relatively flawless performance,
finely staged within his limitations.
The news of this theatrical venture among the convicts
had been noised abroad, and it became known that Sir John
Jamison,1 the then Chief Justice, and his family had let it be
known that they would honour the performance by being
present as they were then in residence at Regentville* This
put King on his mettle. He was sure enough of pleasing the
majority of the expected audience, which would be composed
mainly of the small settlers on the Nepean River, and their
wives and children, people whose experience of theatrical
1 Sir John Jamison inherited large estates at Regentville from his father,
Thomas Jamison, surgeon's first mate on H.M. ship Sirius In the first &eet,
to whom the land was granted. John Jamison was created a knight of the
Order of Gustavus Vasa by Charles XIII of Sweden, for his services during
an outbreak of cholera and dysentery In the Swedish Army In 1807, when he
was surgeon in the English Navy on service in the Baltic Sea.
Sir John was not Chief Justice, but was almost certainly a Justice of the
Peace, and probably chairman of the Bench of Magistrates for the district.
The convicts would know of his position only by gossip, and the description
of his position in the text is a natural error of a man writing from memory of
events of many years ago.
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